
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world byJSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.istor.org/participate-istor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



58 



THE COLLECTOR AND ART CRITIC. 



SCULPTURE IN PHILADELPHIA. 

Grant, Frankun, et al. 

'J'O the visitor or critical resident Philadelphia has little in the way 
of good sculptural work to point to with pride or satisfaction. 
In brief these may be referred to as Fremiet's Joan D'Arc, located 
in: a charming spot in the east part of Fairmount Park. The figure is 
soft in'its lines, with a good balance, making the pose an easy one, and 
devoid of obtrusive romance. Wisdom guided both the head and hand 
of Fremiet in his choice of his model, since experience proves that the 
salient features of courage are more often encompassed by the petite 
body than in the over-developed Amazon. Armed cap-a-pied Joan 
rests her feet lightly in the stirrup, left hand holding the single rein, 
and right arm extended holding aloft the banner of the Fleur de Lis. 
The horse is a la Fremiet, short, chunky — a composite of the 
Fletnish, Dane, and English. 

Within half a mile of this, at the foot of Lemon Hill, is to be seen 
the " Lioness Carrying to her Cubs a Young Boar," by N. Cain, 
pupil of Ruse, Guionnet, and later the pupil of the great and well- 
beloved Barye. 

Faithful and observant in the tenets of his art, Cain may be said to 
have remained always the great student of a greater master, one to de-" 
pict the animal world with that calm sense of dignity in the develop- 
ment of its brute force and serenity — the power, tliat is, to make the 
weaker give way to the dominant powers of tlie stronger. 
. Gazing on tfte group one recognizes the master hand that is able 
te-extract from the onlooker a vein of pathos,asigh of gladsome joy. 

The proud carriage of the mother lioness, showing her three young 
cubs the unfortunate young boar, held by the scruff of the neck, its 
setd<5e6us coat drawn up between the massive jaws of its conqueror, 
arid' paws helplessly hanging in that piteous sense of humility dis- 
played by cat and dog alike when capitulating for mercy in the hands 
of man, mark it as one of the few wortti looking at. 

Over on the west side of the Park, mounted on a six-foot pedestal, 
may be seen Edward Remys' " Two Hudson Bay Wolves." The 
^roup, life size, depicts the one wolf somewhat on an elevation, hav- 
mg between his jaws the hind leg of a deer, wliile his fellow below, 
standing with fore paws resting on the neck of the victim in a pose of 
srfarling defiance, gaunt, hungry, and ferocious, ready to slay or be 
slain in equitable adjustment of a wolfish desire. 

Barye, the inimitable, is represented by a replicaof his well-known 
" Lion and the Serpent." This has been advantageously placed on 
the outer edge of Rittenhouse Square, where young and old alike 
may gaze upon the reserved strength of the lion, as he cautiously 
casts his head, while keeping his weather eye open for any treacher- 
ous move to be made by his hissing, spitting, venomous tormentor. 
Barye knew well by heart and instinct the characteristics of the 
anima! world. Long association and study gave him the strength 
and deUeacy of modelling with that subtle force that compels you to 
recognize even in this that the lion's heart would relent towards the 
half-subdued viper did it but know enough to keep its mouth closed. 
But how few of us do ? But no ; courage born of desperation loses 
discretion, and that lost, the foe becomes enraged, then relentless, 
and the tragedy speedily becomes final. Barye sometimes had a 
profound contempt for technique, i. e., conventional technique; in- 
de'ed, it might be said that rules were ignored, since his ambition was 
to create the direct chord of strength, ferocity, cunning, physical 
pain, cruelty, the savage pleasure of displaying the victim, yet, 
withal, never forgetting the dignity of the animal world. 
' He always created his skeleton, and all parts were constructed 
according to the osteology of the animal. 
. Pity 'tis that his monument is inferior to his work. 

In dealing with the figure of Benjamin Franklin, John Boyle has 
dwelt generously, but with careful analysis of such contemporaneous 
matter as this city affords of the last-century printer, journalist, 
editor, and diplomat. 

Let us draw aside the portiere. There's Franklin, seated in a big 
Colonial arm chair, judiciary wise, and. in true consonance with the 
physical need of his weight and years. 

The slightly poised, but strongly marked and modelled head and 
face, set off by the thin, lank hair, is probably more fleshy than the 
bVst by Houdon. From here down to the low-buckled brogans there 
is the feeling of strength, mental, physical, and intellectual, that must 
bave been the essential make-up of one so many sided. 

The lines of the form harmonize well, from the retentive frontal 
dbwn, merging into the accessories of the old snuff"-colored, fur- 
trimmed surtout, the Georgian vest, opened at the neck for conceit 
to display the cravat, and unbuttoned below for comfort's sake. 

The right hand drops below the arm of the chair, to act as a foil 
against the left, which rests in ease upon the arm of the chair. 



Partly indicative of the combative condition of the occupant, I 
take it. ^ 

The essentials, portraiture and dress, have been closely adhered to, 
and John Boyle has successfully demonstrated his ability to give to the 
citizens of Philadelphia an appreciable statue of a figure that, with all 
the wisdom contained therein, was never dignified or graceful. As a 
student of that good old preceptor, P^re Dumont, creator of Column 
Julliet, Boyle gave us what I have considered a truly American 
subject in his "Stone Age," wherein an Indian Squaw, brandishing 
a tomahawk in her right hand, holds with her left a wee papoose 
clinging tearfully to her bosom, while crouching at the right foot and 
holding on for dear sweet life. is another child, regarding withawe- 
stricken fac^ the dead bear trodden down by the squaw's left foot. 

This is splendidly accentuated, finely grouped, and centered, mark- 
ing, by the woman standing in the defense of her children, a lawuni- 
versal, though unwritten, grander than that recorded by man. 

The man, primitive or otherwise, gets up and leaves for God knows 
where, and comes back when he chooses, but the woman, backed by 
the love, innate and maternal, stands by her children for ever and 
aye. 

This group occupies a spot on a rising knoll in the West Park. 

Along on the east river drive, about 500 yards above the Girard 
Bridge, and backed by a rough-cast stone bridge, stands the silent 
figure of the hero of Appomattox. Three years ago, and I watched 
with breathless interest the casting, never realizing while ciad in furs ' 
in the far Northwest that I should stand beneath, a silent spectator, 
when the veil was drawn aside on that warm, sunny 27th of April. 

The figure of the silent general, possessing all the passiveness, the 
sphinx-like character of the man, is at once a signal note of Sculptor 
French's keen ability. In the execution of the work the sculptor has 
kept untrammeled the tenets of his grateful art. Heroic in size, it- 
possesses all the attributes of honest portraiture, dignity of bearing, 
and the sense of absolute repose. 

Clad, in the full uniform of a general, the cloak so characteristically 
his, gave to the sculptor full scope in breaking up the harsher lines 
pertaining to the belted uniform, lending depth and vigor to the tout 
ensemble. Again that dominant sugar-loaf slouched hat, beneath 
which the bearded face, modeled to human intensity, serves but to 
strengthen the pose typical of one pondering over some field tactics 
or strategical problems. 

If my memory serves me aright, Sculptor Potter modeled the horse 
from a direct descendant of a horse presented to the great general 
by the Sultan of Turkey. Certainly the issue is a commendable one ; 
both horse and rider are in sympathy, one able to stand, the other 
to "git." 

No better applause or louder praise could be given the sculptors 
for their good, honest work than that which rang from the throats 
of the masses and drownedthe reverberations of the saluting artillery. 

W. P. LOCKINGTON. 



THE ROMANCE OF MICHAEL ANGELO. 

TT has been observed that, of all those who cultivate the sciences 
and arts, painters live longest, enjoy better health and are least 
subject to mental alienation and brain diseases. This good fortune 
is attributed to the counterbalancing effect of the work of head and 
hand, producing a sort of harmony throughout the moral as well as 
the physical being. However true this may be, no class of men and 
women have experienced in their lives so much of event, variety, and 
misfortune in the domain of Love as these selfsame painters, illus- 
trating in Art what Th^ophile Gautier declared to be true in poesy — • 
that "at the bottom of all poetic vocation lies love for a woman." 
The "divine passion," more potent than ambition, seems destined for 
all time to be the grand arbiter of destinies. David sinned for 
Love's sake ! Sappho died for it ! Leonora was the song of Tasso ; 
the memory of Petrarch is never -separated from that of Laura ; the 
beautiful Alexandra inspired Aristotle ; and the celestial name of 
Beatrice illuminates the pages of Dante. But, however sorrowful 
may have been the loves or poets, there is no sadder love-story on 
record than that of Michael Ang^elo, no love-life fuller of despair, 
although his great, rugged soul, his austere nature and his immense 
genius would seem to lift him far above the storm' of human passion 
and the weakness of heart-needs. 

Love came to him but once, and that late in life, for he was fifty- 
one years old when he made the acquaintance of Vittoria Colonna. 
She was a woman of high and loyal character, of noble birth, and 
crowned with the laurels of poesy. She had married, at seventeen, 
Francois d'Avalos, Marquis de Pescara, a young and brilliant mili- 
tary officer, who died from the effect of wounds, leaving her a widow 
at that age said to be so dangerous in women — thirty-three. She had 
idolized her husband, and her love remained for him after his death 
as deep and ardent as before. She felt that, having been his wife 



